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a cold spring, and still the dreadful east winds
blow, and sing their harsh discords among the
apple blossoms. It is our [Quaker] Quarterly
Meeting to-day, and our house is overrun with
drab-colored people. I inclose a sprig of may-
flower from our woods."

Mr. Whittier took a deep interest in the patri-
otic work of his friend, Thomas Starr King, in
California, and sent him encouraging' letters.
Only Mr. King's part in the correspondence is
available for these pages. Early in the war, Mr.
"Whittier remembered how his friend, in the days
of the Kansas trouble, had given wings to his
poem, "The Panorama," and sent him. copies of
the songs designed to keep up the heart of the
North in the midst of the civil war. This passage
occurs in a letter written by Mr. King early in
the contest: " How awful the moral desolation of
the war! Yet there is no retreat. "We are half
way over in a tide of blood. We return only to
Sodom. We cross, and it is the promised land. . . .
God accounts physical life cheap on the globe to
the establishment of justice. Let us pray that we
be not found utterly unworthy of His protection
and blessing, and that our blood and treasure bo
not poured out in vain. The only way to get any-
thing for what we have already paid of blood is to
shed more. I rejoice to think that, if we conquer,
the South is to be blessed more widely than the
North. We are loving our enemies with our can-
non, if they are battering down the bulwarks of
the slavery Bastile. . . . Mrs. Neall was in our
city some weeks ago, but could not stay to hear